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	1. The city girl

193X

Tensions are already high between humans and monsters. But everyone tends to keep to themselves. There are a few handfuls of humans and monsters that work together and even live near each other. Some actually live TOGETHER. Neither side wants anything to happen… But the side of monsters wants war to happen even less than the humans.

A couple million monsters live around the world. But about 5 million humans cover the earth. The relations have nearly always been uncertain and strained. The humans have corralled almost all monsters into set villages and towns. But the monsters don't mind. They don't fight back. They are too weak…

In one village, a young 15 year old Wingdings Gaster is sewing a hole in a pocket of his pants with a peculiar look on his face. He focuses intently on sewing quickly and accurately. Gaster hates being stuck in the house doing chores and other menial tasks. He wants to go outside and mess around with his friends. But his parents are pretty strict with him… Gaster accepts it though. "If you break it, you fix it." "If you don't eat your dinner then you go to bed with nothing until the morning." Everything had to be earned.

Gaster's father, who is a skeleton, worked a lot. Mostly in the crop fields. Everyone worked together and whatever they harvested they could keep. If one family had too much, they would kindly give it to the family with less. His mother, a Noh faced ghost monster, would also work in the fields often, but she mostly stayed at home taking care of the livestock. And of course she would make Gaster help. Even though he'd groan and complain about boring house work, he would do his job and he would do it well. He loved his parents and he wanted to make them proud and show them that no matter what, he would be there to help them.

Finally done sewing and with no other work, Gaster stands up and rushes to the door and slips his holed feet into some slip on shoes made of leather.

"MOTHER, I'M LEAVING!" He shouted once he stepped out of the house. Somewhere in the back with the animals he could hear his mother saying "Alright!" He sprints off finally free of work. The warm breeze is so nice! The sky is so blue and the trees are a luscious green! Some monsters even have PINK trees! Gaster likes those the most. The ground is mostly dirt, but every home has its own little yard of grass.

At one house with a pink tree, he skids and puts his hands to the side of his face and calls out to a friend that lives there.

"ARE YOU DONE WITH WORK?!" He yells. The mother of his friend peeks out and gives him a glare.

"He is NOT done with work, Wingdings. Come back in an hour when he's finished." She says with irritation. Gaster can only surmise that his friend upset his usually very nice mother. He nods and rushes off to another friend's house.

Gaster whistles at the next place. From the back of the small (but rather tall) hut comes a female owl monster with brown feathers and a cream colored neck tuft. She smiles and rushes over, swinging her winged arms around Gaster in a tight hug.

"Hello Wingdings! What timing you've got, I just finished the wheat storage! Do you know how hard it is for a BIRD not to eat the grains right in front of her? It's REALLY difficult." She says. The two laugh and then rush off to find any other friends that are free. Three more join the group and together they all play a sport ball game. The ball is made of sewn together leather and it's hard on some of their feet, but it's too much fun for any of them to notice the pain.

"Wingdings, over here!" Gaster kicks the ball to them and they rush around and dodge the others to make a goal. The goal is really just two rocks spaced out with some sticks coming out of the ground. This area is a dirt patch of land that's too awful to use for crops. It's also many yards away from the village where only recently some trees have been cut down to make more houses and huts.

The ball makes it through the goal and the opposing team of friends groan at the lost point. But Gaster laughs and cheers with his team. The owl monster rushes to grab the ball from her side of the court.

"Sorry guys! I couldn't stop it in time." She says with little remorse. It is just a game after all. The others just shrug and get back into the gaming mood. Both teams get ready to kick the ball around again until they see a trail of earthy dust coming from the west. Everyone stops and gathers together to look.

"I SEE MONSTER MAGIC." Gaster says. His friends relax. Any time the monsters see a group of human magic approaching them, everyone gets nervous. Some parents will lock their doors and close the blinds, holding their children closely… But this time it's just a group of monsters.

"What do you think they're doing? The West is the pretty nice area isn't it? Why would they come here to the East?" Civette asks one of the others. They just shrug.

"I dunno. I hope nothing happened that forced them to move out. I have a feeling those cheesier's won't like us 'dirt eaters' much." They say with disdain. Gaster agrees silently and folds his arms.

The East and West are extremely different… The West is full of what some monsters might call "suck ups." Some consider them traitors. But most just know that the monsters are dealing with the circumstances they landed in. The Western Monsters work with the more irritating and spoiled humans with their copious amounts of electricity and cars and fancy food.

The East on the other hand is mostly full of the poorer Monsters. Some are poor and some just choose to keep the old style of living. The most electricity they have is the occasional lamp in a nicer home. Gaster's home has one lamp in the kitchen. Many nights are spent in there talking late even when they know they should be sleeping.

After several minutes of watching the group get closer, the kids can finally squint and see more monsters clearer. Once the group gets up to the town, Gaster and his friends have moved to the side. He and two other friends give the gaggle of people some slight glares. An adult monster comes up to the kids.

"Hello children, who owns this town? Can we talk to them?"

"NOBODY /OWNS/ THIS TOWN BUT US." Gaster says. The adult wrings their claws, prepared to ask another question. Another of Gaster's friends steps forward and points to the center of town.

"In the middle of town is the town hall. You can talk to them." The adult nods and rushes off with a "thank you" and the group follows them.

Deep in the center of the large group of perhaps 50 monsters total, is a bright red cloth that catches Gaster's eye. He moves his head around to try and see who it's attached to. It's wrapped around the neck of a girl who's face he can't see. But… part of him believes she's a skeleton! Gaster finally gets an alright angle and can see that she's got the white skull of a skeleton monster! This is actually pretty good news to the boy. It's a bit rare to find skeleton monsters these days. Gaster isn't sure why that is, but he's happy to see one of his own in the group… He wonders what her story is.

The group of people all make it to the town hall and Gaster's friends poke him.

"Hey what are you starin' at Dings? We got a game to get back to!"

"OH RIGHT, SORRY. I FORGOT THAT WE WERE TOTALLY KICKING YOUR BUTT. LET'S GET BACK TO THAT." Gaster says with a grin to his friend. They split back up into their teams and the game continues.

An hour passes when the friends decide they're bored of this game and want to play another one. Gaster rushes to get the ball and agrees calls it quits. The ball has landed just next to a tree. When he runs up to it, someone steps out and also grabs the ball. The two knock heads rather violently and each of them yelp in pain. Gaster grabs his head and sees the red cloth. When he looks up, he sees that skeleton monster from earlier that came in with the group. It's a girl. And Gaster can't stop himself from thinking she's stunning and beautiful… The red scarf wraps around her neck and shoulders and she's got a cream colored floral dress on that goes to her shins. It's so nice and so clean…

"H-HEY WATCH IT YOU!" Gaster says, rubbing his skull. The girl rubs her own skull and blinks at him.

"Sorry… I thought I'd grab your ball for you. You don't have to be a jerk about it." The girl stuffs the ball into Gaster's hands and folds her arms. Gaster takes the ball and stares at her…

"WHAT ARE YOU GUYS DOING OVER HERE ANYWAY? DID THE HUMANS KICK YOU OUT OR SOMETHING?" He asks, not masking his annoyed tone. The girl just looks to the side and glares at the ground. She's quiet for a few seconds, thinking of a proper answer… then she nods.

"Yes they did. They said it was for our safety, but I don't buy that drivel."

"FOR YOUR SAFETY? FROM WHAT? IS SOMETHING GOING ON?" Gaster asks, suddenly concerned. The girl unfolds her arms and nods.

"You wouldn't believe what the humans are like now in the city… The technology they have is frightening, and there's so much in-fighting I'm scared they're going to start a war within their own ranks… The town we lived in told us all to pack up and leave because we were unsafe. But I'm wondering if it's just because they wanted to expand their own land and we were in the way…" She looks up into the sky and sighs. Gaster can see that she's quite upset. He tries to imagine what she went through, suddenly being forced to move from her home.

"THAT SOUNDS SCARY… AND STUPID. HOW LIKE THE HUMANS… WHERE ARE YOU ALL GOING TO BE LIVING NOW?"

"Here. It's the only place that we can stay for now… I don't know for how long, but this place will be our home too."

Gaster's eyes go wide. This place doesn't have room for more people! They're beginning to overcrowd as it is since the humans made the borders so tight! How is their town supposed to support these new monsters? He knows the adults will do their best, but Gaster isn't entirely sure he wants to help! They're going to take everything without even having worked for it!

"GOOD LUCK WITH THAT. THE WHOLE LOT OF YOU WILL BE STARVING. SOME OF US ARE BEING FORCED TO EAT HUMAN FOOD JUST TO SURVIVE…" He can't put his finger on why he's being so mean to this girl, but he can't help it. This girl and her group of people are going to make life so much harder for the monsters already living here. He just sighs and turns around and goes back to his friend without a second look back. The girl stands there in shock at this boy's rudeness.

"I…Well I won't be asking for help from YOU that's for sure!" She calls after him and speed walks away. Gaster gets back to his friends and they all ask him questions about the new girl. He explains everything and the others are a bit concerned…. Is this the beginning of the end for this town?

()

A very difficult week goes by. All the monsters help the new group move in and they help make huts and houses and Gaster is forced to help till the fields for several houses so they can make their own crops. One of the houses belongs to the skeleton girl. A few times he notices her watching him from inside the house through the window. He'll glare and she'll glare back. It's quite childish.

Finally able to take a break, Gaster lays down in the grass in front of his house. His mother and father have allowed him to shirk some of his duties since he's been doing double his workload this week. Normally his father would make a special pie for new comers or for extra hard work, but any spare ingredients they had were given to other families so they can settle in. Outwardly Gaster says he doesn't mind at all. But inside he REALLY wants that pie. Being selfish in silence is so irritating!

Above him he hears someone touch the wooden fence in front of the house. He looks upside down at whoever—ah it's that girl again.

"WHAT DO YOU WANT NOW?" He says. The girl is holding her red scarf and she looks ready to cry with frustration. Gaster sits up, never having seen that expression on her before… But he maintains his attitude.

"I… I… I need… your help." It's clear that she's having a hard time asking for help. She did say that she wouldn't ask for Gaster's help after all and yet here she is.

"WOW WHAT A SURPRISE THAT IS. THE SPOILED GIRL NEEDS MORE HELP."

"Please?... It's super easy." Gaster notes her tone. She really IS about to cry. He sighs and stands up. Wingdings knows for a fact that if his parents caught him being rude to a lady he'd have TRIPLE his workload piled onto him. With a roll of his shoulder he goes over to the gate and opens it.

"FINE. COME IN AND TELL ME WHAT THE PROBLEM IS THIS TIME." He relaxes his tone and opens the front door of the house to the girl. She walks into the gate and closes it behind her then nods to Gaster as she ducks into the house. Gaster gets a cushioned seat and pulls it out for the girl and he notices that she's wearing the same dress. She's BEEN wearing the same dress for a week at least. The edges have begun to fray terribly. Her hands have dirt on them. Did she try working in the yard or something? A spoiled girl like this? Heh, interesting.

The skeleton girl sits down with the red scarf in her hands and Gaster sits down on a chair in front of her.

"My-… I was… I was trying to move the tilling plow so I could do a line of my own crops… I don't want to bother my parents by taking any of their food so I wanted to make my own. And when I was trying to move it, my… my very precious scarf got ripped. I tripped over it and…" Her sockets swell up with fresh tears. She quickly wipes them away and looks back up at Gaster.

"And as embarrassing enough as this is-…" Gaster raises a brow with surprise.

"DON'T TELL ME YOU CAN'T /SEW/…" The girl looks back down… and shakes her head.

"No. My mother always did the sewing. So I have no idea how to fix my scarf. And I saw you doing some work a few days ago on someone's curtains."

"WHY DON'T YOU JUST ASK YOUR MOM FOR HELP?"

"She's very busy now. I don't want to bother her with my foolishness and clumsiness… You were the only person I knew even a LITTLE bit that I thought I could ask help for. So now that you've made me say it, please won't you help me?... I don't know yet how I'd repay you, but I promise I will! Do you trust me? Even a little?"

Gaster stares at the girl, her dirty hands, fraying dress and ripped scarf. He was sure that she wouldn't be able to adjust at all to this lifestyle in comparison to city living. But she's trying to make her OWN food separate from her parents and she tried working the plow… He has to give her credit for that at least. Gaster decides to help her. But on the inside he tries to tell himself it's because she's pretty and that's IT.

"FINE, I'LL FIX IT. STAY HERE. I'LL SHOW YOU HOW TO SEW. IT'S REALLY EASY ACTUALLY, EVEN WITH OUR SLIPPERY BONEY FINGERS." Gaster gets up and finds a small sewing kit in his room then rushes out and sits back down, taking the scarf away from her. He studies it and finds the tear.

"Uhm… I'm sorry I didn't introduce myself at all… No wonder you don't like me much. I'm Vrinda." She says. Gaster looks up at her. She's taking blame for Gaster being mean to her? Gaster's insides twist up a little. He knows it was his own selfish childish nature that made him be mean to her. Guilt creeps up into his cheeks.

"I'M WINGDINGS GASTER. AND UH… I'M THE ONE THAT'S SORRY. I WAS A JERK TO YOU THE DAY WE MET. IT WAS FOR A STUPID REASON." Gaster stares down the hole of a needle as he threads it in one go. Red thread. Such a thing is rare for a small town like this, but he didn't want to give her any other color. It would look silly. And this beautiful scarf looking silly on a beautiful girl is unacceptable… Wow, what are these thoughts? Stop that, she's just some girl!

"Wingdings Gaster… That's a very old language. Wingdings is. Do you know how to speak it?" Vrinda asks, trying to tiptoe into the subject. Gaster looks away from his needle placement and right into Vrinda's eyes. He shouldn't be surprised that another skeleton knows what that language is, but living in a town with no skeletons besides himself and his father, this is surprising to him. He nods.

"I CERTAINLY DO. MY PARENTS AND I SPEAK THAT NORMALLY WHEN IT'S JUST US."

"Say something in Wingdings!" Vrinda says with some excitement. Gaster just squints at her.

"[[I THINK YOU'RE A DOOKY HEAD SPOILED BRAT.]]" Gaster says. Vrinda glares

"Jeez, you coulda just said something like 'the sky is blue and grass is green' instead of being snarky. [[Two can play at that game you donkey's rear end.]]" Gaster feels his soul beat a bit harder. Her voice in that language is beautiful. He can't help but laugh and smile widely. It's so nice to hear someone else speak his language.

"WOW, YOU SPEAK IT PRETTY FLUENTLY TOO. THAT'S A RARE SOUND THESE DAYS. A DONKEY'S REAR END HUH? SO I'M AN ASSES ASS?" He says with a snicker. Vrinda can't stifle her giggle. She puts her hand over her mouth to at least attempt to mask the noise. But Gaster heard it loud and clear.

"Language mister. You're not supposed to curse in front of a lady."

"[[I SEE NO LADY HERE.]]" Gaster says and smirks. Vrinda just reaches over and baps Gaster's leg a little, playfully with a smile.

"Now now, show me how to sew. I haven't got all day Wingdings."

"YOU CAN JUST CALL ME GASTER. IT'S QUICKER. NOW PAY ATTENTION, I'M NOT GONNA TEACH YOU AGAIN."

Gaster spends the next hour and a half teaching Vrinda to sew. They giggle and speak in Wingdings a lot. Vrinda insists that she knows how to do the proper pattern, but when she tries she drops the needle several times. But each time, Gaster helps her and rethreads it and shows her again even though he said he wouldn't.

Gaster's father walks in the door and sees the two sitting at the table and asks what they're doing? The two scoot away from each other, not noticing how close they'd gotten during that time and they each explain with varying degrees of embarrassment.

But finally the scarf is finished. The two kids stand up and Gaster wraps the scarf around her neck for her and then swings the end of it over her face with a snicker. She laughs and takes it off, then stares at the perfect mending job they both did.

"It's got a battle scar, but… I think it was worth it in the end. Thank you so much for helping me Gaster. Do you have any ideas for how you want me to repay you?"

With a wave of his hand Gaster shakes his head.

"YOU DON'T HAVE TO REPAY ME… BUT I GUESS YOU COULD TELL ME WHY THAT SCARF IS SO IMPORTANT TO YOU IN THE FIRST PLACE." Vrinda smiles fondly at the scarf and feels the fabric between her fingers.

"My father bought it for my mother when they first started dating. And then my mom gave it to me. It's just a piece of cloth, but it means a lot to me and my parents. I'm hoping that someday I can give it to the guy I'm with and we'll be just as happy and in love as my parents were."

Gaster gulps a little. Gosh that IS important. "I'M GLAD WE COULD FIX IT. MAYBE NEXT TIME DON'T WEAR IT WHEN YOU'RE WORKING." Vrinda nods.

"I won't make that mistake again that's for sure…. Oh my gosh what time is it?" Gaster walks over to the window and looks at the sun.

"I'D CALL IT ABOUT TWO O CLOCK? YOUR PARENTS ARE PROBABLY WONDERING WHERE YOU ARE."

"Worse than that, I have to make dinner! It's going to take forever if I don't leave now. I'll see you later Gaster!" She says, rushing to the door.

"Thanks so much again for helping me fix my scarf!" Vrinda runs outside and Gaster pokes his head out the door and waves at her.

"[[HEY IF YOU NEED MY HELP AGAIN YOU CAN COME TO ME IF YOU WANT!]]" He calls after her in Wingdings. She turns around and waves with a smile, confirming that she will indeed. Gaster stands there and watches her rush back home and can't help but notice how good he feels… That's so strange, considering not long ago he didn't even like her for being a spoiled brat. Perhaps it's because he realized that he was being a jerk first… and he didn't know that she was trying to help her family instead of just sitting back like a princess or something and not working. And that she's funny and pretty smart. It occurs to him that he's probably Vrinda's first friend in this town.

Gaster's father comes up behind him with a sly smirk on his face.

"Starin' at her gams boy?" He says. Gaster gasps and goes back inside quickly trying to hide any purple blush that might come up. Why would be blush anyway?

"NO I AM NOT LOOKING AT HER LEGS /DAD/." He says and rushes to the hamper to start doing laundry even though he doesn't need to.

It might be hard for Gaster to see, but his father is not blind. He thinks his son has a small crush on that girl. This should be interesting indeed.


	2. Two souls

Two days after Gaster helped fix Vrinda's scarf.

Gaster is outside pitchforking some hay into a wheelbarrow to rush over to a neighbor's house for their livestock. Ever since the city people came to this small town, Gaster has wondered what living in the city is like. No shoveling animal crap, no pitchforking hay, maybe some really really good food, some actually clean clothes… Farm life is hard and he's never questioned city living before, but now he can't help but let his mind wander. And yet the second he thinks about the HUMANS that live there too, he shakes his head and is thankful for this life he has. It's gotta be easier than the drama lights and speed of the city. Blech! How did Vrinda and her group deal with it? Gaster thinks he might have run away at some point.

With enough hay in the wheelbarrow, Gaster rushes off to the neighbor's house. The neighbor thanks him and gives him a small slice of pie that they'd made. Gaster declines and insists that he needs no reward. But the neighbor persists and Gaster ends up walking home with a piece of pie on a green and cream colored plate. It's a sweet rhubarb pie FILLED with magic. Ah he cannot WAIT to eat this.

"[[Gaster!]]" A girl voice comes in wingdings. Gaster looks around and he spots Vrinda waving at him from a few houses down. He didn't realize how close her house was to his until just now. He waves back. Vrinda runs over to him with a big smile and jumps in front of him.

"[[Gaster, guess what! I finished plowing my side of the crops! Can I show you please please pleeeeease?]]" Her smile is huge and Gaster can't stop a flood of positive feelings crashing into him. He nods and returns the smile. A thought passes through and he decides to act.

"[[SURE. IF YOU DID A GOOD ENOUGH JOB THEN I'LL SHARE MY SLICE OF PIE WITH YOU. HOW'S THAT SOUND?]]"

Vrinda's eyes shoot up a little surprised. She knew Gaster was capable of being nice, but for him to offer a share of his pie that he worked for? That's unusual. But she accepts, confident in her work.

"[[You're on.]]" The two return to Vrinda's house and Gaster sets the plate down before they go to the back yard that is now just crop field. At first Gaster can't tell where Vrinda's personal crop is exactly… Vrinda watches Gaster search and it only makes her happier.

"WELL WHERE IS IT?" Gaster says, deciding to stop speaking in wingdings. English is faster.

"HeeHeeHeeeee! So you can't tell! I did such a good job that you can't even tell!" Vrinda folds her arms with pride and she swings her red scarf over her shoulder with sass. Gaster looks at her with a chuckle and he realizes that she's got a new dress on today. It's a very pretty blue with tiny white dots all over it. He nearly comments on how nice it looks on her, but he stops himself. He can't just blurt out compliments to this girl, her head will explode from all the hot air.

"PSH. I'LL FIND THEM." Gaster steps down from the two step patio and walks around the crops. He DID help make most of these after all. After a few seconds of looking he points to a back row of crops facing the wrong direction from the others.

"THESE LINES ARE YOURS."

"Awww How did you figure it out?" Vrinda rushes over to him and stares at her little 5x5 foot square section.

"ONLY A MORON WOULD MAKE A CROP THIS SMALL. ARE YOU GOING TO EAT JUST ONE KIND OF FOOD YOUR WHOLE LIFE?"

"You're so mean! I don't know how big crops are supposed to be Wingdings. Did I do a good job or didn't I?" Vrinda says, folding her arms again but in a pouty way this time.

"I GUESS FOR THE SMALL PATCH YOU DID THEY'RE PRETTY GOOD. BUT IF YOU WANT TO EAT MORE THAN JUST CORN FOR A MONTH THEN YOU'RE GOING TO HAVE TO MAKE THIS BIGGER. EVEN FOR ONE MONSTER A SECTION LIKE THIS WON'T FEED THEM FOR VERY LONG. YOU'LL HAVE TO MAKE SEVERAL MORE OF THESE TO—"

"Listen dingbat is it good enough for a couple bites of your pie or isn't it?" Vrinda interrupts. Gaster looks at her and chuckles at her expression. She's adamant about that pie. So Gaster just rolls his eyes and shrugs.

"YEAH IT'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR A COUPLE BITES OF PIE." He turns around and Vrinda follows him back inside.

"HOW DID YOU EVEN TRIP AND RIP YOUR SCARF ON JUST THAT SMALL SECTION? DID YOU ACTUALLY USE A BIG GIANT PLOW TO MAKE IT?"

"I didn't think there was any other tool to do it with. It's called a PLOW for heaven's sake of course I used it! Gosh I just can't do anything right can I?"

The two sit down at the table and Gaster spots that she's actually genuinely upset…. Is he being a jerk again? He can't tell. City girls are complicated!

"I MEAN…. UH… WELL… YOU JUST AREN'T USED TO THIS UH… THIS KINDA LIFE STYLE I GUESS?" Is that supposed to make her feel better? Will that work? He's sure it won't. As expected, Vrinda slumps in her seat. Gaster stares at her and he CAN'T BELIEVE how upset her sad face makes him. He must make it go away before he feels too much more. He stands up and rifles through the drawers until he finds the utensils and grabs out two forks. When he comes back he takes Vrinda out of her thoughts by holding one of the forks out to her and smiles.

"I THINK FOR WHAT YOU DID IT WAS PRETTY GOOD. YOU'LL LEARN QUICKLY I'M SURE."

Vrinda looks up at him and then at the fork… then up at him again… and gives him a small smile. She takes the fork and sits up.

"Thanks… I'm sure it looks terrible to you since you're really good at doing that sorta stuff. But! I'm not looking for pity or anything… I mean maybe a little, but not that much. I HATE asking my parents for help because they've already done everything for me you know?... I guess it's just hitting me that I really have been a spoiled kid growing up. I don't know ANYTHING! I can't sew, I can't cook without burning something, and I can't plow my own crops right, and I don't know how to fix lights or anything!"

"HOLD ON A SECOND, WHERE DID THE FIXING LIGHTS COME FROM?" Gaster asks curiously as he stabs the tip of the pie and stuffs the piece into his mouth. GOD he loves rhubarb pie it's so sour and sweet all in one bite. Vrinda gets a piece with some crust on it and then nods her head to a stand up lamp sitting on an end table. It's pretty fancy. Metal base and shaft and then a fabric cover.

"Mom insisted we take this stupid lamp with us when we were leaving. She packed it in her suitcase with all the love and tenderness she could and the thing ended up breaking anyway. The bulbs we put in it are all perfectly fine and the cord is fine too. We even tried using magic to make it work again, but it just won't go back to normal. I tried to take it apart but I couldn't see anything wrong, so I just put it back together and sat it there. I'm hoping that the lamp will just sorta…. start working again."

Gaster looks at it and he thinks he knows exactly what's up. Fancy lamps like that are extremely uncommon in this town, but Gaster has had to fix a few of them.

"HUH. THAT'S A RIGHT SHAME THERE. IT'S A NICE LAMP TOO. BUT I HAVE A FEELING IT'LL START WORKING AGAIN SOON." He takes another bite and finally takes a good look around the house. Nice place. This house in particular stopped being used when the old monster who lived here before finally just turned to dust one day.

"ANYWAY, ABOUT YOUR CROPS. I'LL SHOW YOU HOW TO MAKE SMALL PATCHES MUCH FASTER. THE ONLY THING IS PRINCESS, YOU HAVE TO GET DIRTY."

Vrinda stabs the pie with determination and stuffs a rather large piece in her mouth.

"Listen Gaster, if you call me princess ever again I'll stab this fork right into your hand." Gaster chuckles and raises both hands. They each have a hole in the center.

"GOOD LUCK WITH THAT." Vrinda seems mildly amazed, but she's quick to reign it back and return to her "irritated" face.

"Either way, how could I possibly get filthier than using that disgusting plow?"

"YOU'LL HAVE TO USE YOUR HANDS. YOU'LL HAVE TO USE A SHOVEL AND YOUR HANDS TO GET IN THE DIRT AND DIGS HOLES. AND THEN YOU GOTTA WATER EVERYTHING AND THAT MEANS YOU'LL GET MUD ALL OVER YOU. THINK YOU CAN HANDLE IT? PRINCESS?" Gaster says with a sneer. Vrinda squints at him and takes another piece of pie and crams it in her mouth. She talks with her mouth nearly full.

"I can handle it just fine thank you very much. And I'll do it a LOT better if you DON'T CALL ME PRINCESS ANYMORE." She points her fork at Gaster and smiles. Gaster thinks he likes this girl. She is not at ALL like a typical lady of this time is supposed to be. Elbows on the table, pointing at people with utensils, talking with her mouth full… Vrinda is right, she is NO princess. And it's nice to see that instead of a prim prissy snob, she's just a kid who's being forced to learn this new way of life.

Eventually the two leave the house and gather up Gaster's friends to play some games. The other kids are a little wary around the city girl. On top of that, they're all wondering why Gaster is actually hanging out with her all of a sudden seeing as how he wasn't too fond of her when they first met. But either way, the group accepts Vrinda into the games. She seems to be nice.

A long three hours passes and they play all sorts of games and have a LOT of fun. Vrinda is accepted into the group as one of their own.

The owl monster kicks the ball they're playing with into a very tall and lush tree. The ball doesn't come back down.

"Woops! Oh no! I'm sorry guys…"

"DON'T WORRY, I GOT IT." Gaster runs over to the tree and lifts his hand. It glows purple and a very large disembodied hand with a hole in the center floats up into the tree. Vrinda watches amazed. She's never seen this sort of magic before. He can make solid things with his magic? And it's a BEAUTIFUL purple… She stares. The others notice her staring with absolute wonder and give each other all grins. They know what's up.

Gaster's magic hand grabs the ball and begins to bring it down. It drops it into Gaster's real hands and then disappears. When he turns around, both of his eyes are dimming down from purple to white. It's here that Vrinda knows that Wingdings Gaster is a powerful monster. She hasn't "CHECKED" him yet because usually they're no need to since Monster's don't really fight each other. Gaster walks back with the ball, but stops when he hears one of his friend's fathers calling for them.

"Uh oh. Looks like I gotta go guys. Dinner's ready. See ya!" The friend runs off and the others wave. One by one, each monster has to return home until it's just Gaster and Vrinda left.

"Gosh. That happened fast. Is it normally like that with them?"

"YEAH. WHEN DINNER'S READY, YOU GET HOME OR YOU DON'T EAT. AT LEAST THAT'S HOW MY PARENTS ARE ANYWAY. WHAT ABOUT YOUR PARENTS? THEY GET HOME PRETTY LATE RIGHT? WHAT DO THEY DO?" Gaster walks to a nearby tree with Vrinda and the two sit down. It's not even getting dark though. And yet it must be nearly 5 o clock PM.

"My parents have taken up jobs at the town hall. Before we moved here they were office workers. So now they're kinda back in their element. They're still getting used to not having to actually stay in the office until 6. Even if they finish work they just stay there." Vrinda shrugs and leans against the tree. She sighs and smiles.

"But that just gives me extra time to hang out with you and your friends! Everyone was so nice to me once they got used to my presence. I-… I didn't have many friends before I moved here. The ones that I DID have… I guess I feel like they were using me and my parents to get what they wanted. A lot of them were human so it really shouldn't surprise me."

Gaster looks over at her and gives her a playful light elbow to the arm.

"SORRY ABOUT THAT. BUT NO MATTER HOW MANY YOU DID OR DIDN'T HAVE, YOU'VE GOT US NOW. AND WE'RE CERTAINLY NOT HUMAN. WE WON'T EVER BE LIKE THAT TO YOU."

Vrinda looks over and up at Gaster with a big happy smile. It takes her a second, but she starts to feel a warmth in her chest… No, don't be silly. It must be how warm it is outside. How nice the breeze is and how nice the wind sounds, or how peacefully quiet it is out here compared to the city. It's certainly not Gaster that's making her feel this way… Is it?

"Thanks. I know you won't. Ah, uhm… could… could we maybe hang out more? I've never had another skeleton as a friend before. It's really-… it's really nice I guess." She looks away, unable to believe that she just blurted such a thing out. Just outta nowhere!

Gaster stares down at her shorter form and can't describe how happy he is that she said that. But he must maintain his composure. Stay cool Gaster. Deep unnecessary breaths!

"SURE." Is all he can manage. "Sure"? That's it?

"I'D LIKE THAT A LOT ACTUALLY." He finishes. The two smile at each other and then they sit there in silence for nearly 20 minutes. Just being in each other's company is nice enough in this perfect weather.

The next day, Vrinda finds her mother's lamp working.

()

Three months go by and everyone has settled in nicely. Things are back to normal for the original residents and oddly enough, things are even better. The city monsters had some good friends from the city bring them magic food ingredients, some more electricity items, some comfortable chairs and even a few gramophones. They've become more popular than ever to the humans. New vinyl records have begun to come out as well. Vrinda invites Gaster over to her house so they can dance when her parents aren't home. They move all the furniture to the walls and swing each other around in the living room. It's great fun. Many times the entire group of friends will go over and have their own little dance parties.

After one of these dance party nights, Gaster and Vrinda decide to take a walk. The only light they get is the light from the moon and stars. It's a warm summer night and Gaster knows exactly what he wants to do. He's going to show Vrinda his special stargazing spot.

"You are a terrible dancer Gaster!" Vrinda laughs. Gaster rolls his eyes and takes her hand, giving her a spin. The hem of her yellow summer dress spins beautifully. When the spin is over, she leans into Gaster before righting herself. It's quick and normally neither one would note the action as anything but a misstep. But the two know it was more meaningful than that.

"WELL EXCUSE ME FOR NOT TAKING DANCING CLASSES. YOU CAN JUST TEACH ME CAN'T YOU? THE 'PROPER' WAY TO DANCE?"

"I could if you really wanted me to." She doesn't let go of Gaster's hand.

"THAT'D BE NICE I THINK. HEY UH, I WANTED TO SHOW YOU SOMETHING. THINK YOUR PARENTS WILL GET MAD IF I KEEP YOU OUT FOR A LITTLE LONGER?"

"Hm… I don't think they'll mind." Vrinda knows they MIGHT mind, but she doesn't care. All she wants is to stay with Gaster.

"GOOD THIS WAY." Gaster leads her by the hand and he tries to hide his face as much as possible. He doesn't want Vrinda to see how wide his smile is and how purple his cheeks are. Vrinda stares at their hands. She's very aware of Gaster's body language by now and she can tell that he's excited about something. And she can't wait to see what he has in store for her.

They leave the town all together. Not too far, but not close enough for anyone to see them. Gaster summons a large magical hand. There is no hole in the center. Vrinda finds this unusual. She didn't think Gaster could make a hand without a hole in it!

"STEP ON." Gaster helps her up and then he stands on the hand as well. It lifts slowly into the air. Vrinda wraps her arms around Gaster's ribs in shock. He laughs and puts his arms around her so she'll feel a bit safer.

"DON'T BE SCARED. I DO THIS ALL THE TIME."

"I should hope so. I think my parents will get mad if they see a pile of dust." She jokes.

"WELL IF THAT HAPPENS IT'LL PROBABLY BE TWO PILES OF DUST ANYWAY." Gaster jokes back. The two giggle.

They go higher and higher into the air until all around them is just stars and nothing else.

"THIS IS HOW I LOOK AT THE STARS AND THE MOON. IT'S QUIET AND THE LIGHTS CAN'T REACH UP HERE SO WE HAVE AN EVEN CLEARER VIEW… DO YOU LIKE IT?" Gaster asks. He peeks down at Vrinda who still hasn't released his ribs at all. But she stares up and gazes in wonder.

"It's so beautiful… I feel like I could touch the moon. I love it." The two stare into the sky and stay silent. The moment is perfect and any noise might ruin this amazing feeling. Vrinda rests her skull on Gaster's sternum. Both of them can feel their souls beating in time. It's powerful and undeniable.

"Gaster?" Vrinda says quietly. Gaster hums in response.

"What are you thinking about?" A gulp begins to form in Gaster's throat. He holds it down and just huffs a tiny laugh.

"[[YOU.]]" He says. His voice sounds sure. Surer than he thought it would sound. Vrinda shifts her head and she stares at Gaster.

"[[Look at me?]] She asks. Gaster looks down and can no longer hide his blush or glowing purple eyes. Vrinda's eyes both glow Yellow.

She reaches one hand up to Gaster's face and rubs her thumb on his cheek.

"[[WHAT ARE /YOU/ THINKING ABOUT?]]"

"[[You. I'm always thinking about you… Gaster… I… I love you so much…]]" Gaster can see that she's worried. She said something heavy and she's worried that Gaster may pull away. But he does not. He pulls her closer and puts both of his hands on her face.

"[[I LOVE YOU TOO VRINDA. MORE THAN ANYTHING. THE WAY MY SOUL FEELS WHEN YOU'RE WITH ME IS SO STRONG IT HURTS SOMETIMES. BUT IT'S THE BEST PAIN I COULD EVER ASK FOR.]]"

Vrinda laughs because she can't contain her happiness. It's bursting out and all she wants to do is melt together with Gaster. The two stare at each other and finally lean in and clack their faces together in a kiss. Neither was sure such an amazing, electric, warm feeling existed. But together they feel it. Loud and clear, resonating.

The stargazing ends and eventually after an hour the two return to the ground and walk back to the village hand in hand. Part of Gaster wonders if their parents will be mad with them since they're so young. Monsters live much longer than humans do if there's no interference. For humans in this time period, dating and even getting married at such a young age is normal. But Gaster isn't exactly sure that such rules apply to monsters. Either way, he sets those thoughts aside and thumbs at Vrinda's hand in his, just to remind himself that this really is happening. Vrinda giggles and Gaster looks down at her. She looks up at him and swings their hands a bit.

"[[I'm really glad, you know? That I was able to tell you how I felt. It was so nice to say the words to your face finally.]]"

"[[HEHE. YOU'RE BRAVER THAN ME. I WAS PLANNING ON TELLING YOU FIRST. I WANTED TO TELL YOU MY FEELINGS WHERE ONLY YOU AND THE MOON COULD HEAR THEM.]]"

"[[You romantic sap.]]"

"[[YOU LIKED IT, DON'T LIE.]]" The two giggle together and nearly dance the rest of the way back to Vrinda's home. All of their friends cleared out and went home. Vrinda wonders if they all know about her and Gaster. That maybe they have all along. They never say anything when the two go off alone.

Gaster helps her up the steps. She looks down at him and can't bring herself to let go of his hand.

"I guess-… m… I'll see you tomorrow, Wingdings."

"I'LL SEE YOU TOMORROW, VRINDA. I LOVE YOU." Gaster says with a smile. Vrinda covers her mouth and holds back an excited squeal. She nods.

"I love you too."

They finally let each other go and Vrinda goes inside. She leans against the front door and grips her dress at her chest. Today was the best day ever.

Gaster stands outside for a few extra seconds until he shakes his head quickly to dislodge himself from his spot and walk home. It's real. He didn't think it would happen but here he is. These feelings have been boiling and rising to the surface for a while now. It's sudden, he admits. But he doesn't care. This feeling is so right and he feels like a whole monster. When he figured out he loved her, it was then that he felt the empty space in his bones. In his heart and soul.

He walks into his house and doesn't sleep that night. He's so filled with positive emotions it totally hinders sleep. Gaster doesn't care. Thinking about Vrinda is much nicer than sleeping. Yet sleep takes him eventually.

()

Three years go by. Breaking the news to each of their parents went much better than either Gaster or Vrinda thought it would. They were fully supported. All of their friends knew the whole time that this would happen. But everything remains normal. Not awkward or weird or anything. The perfect situation.

At 18, the two get married and move into their own home together. They still help their parents and neighbors of course. So really nothing has changed much. Except everything. EVERYTHING has changed. Chores are so much fun to do now. They know that the other will appreciate what they did. All of the work is equal and exactly half. Doing dishes is easy, dusting is fun because they dance and let the windows open and play music on the gramophone, making dinner together becomes dramatic soap operas that they act out and then laugh at for their cheesy nature. Vrinda wraps her scarf around Gaster's neck and kisses him every chance she gets. Gaster loves it. Together they stargaze, watch the sun set and the sun rise often.

Seasons come and go. They two build snowmen together in winter and jump in leaf piles in the autumn. Flowers and crops are planted in the spring and then everything is collected in the summer. Their home has flowers at every window sill and in the middle of the table all the time.

Vrinda takes Gaster to the city once for a two week exploratory vacation. It's a long walk, but since neither of them have muscles they don't really get tired at all and make it to the city in just one day. Gaster is nervous and wary the whole time. Humans are strange and their technology is strange. And yet he takes a liking to the electronics and such. The library becomes one of his favorite places and in his free time he reads almost every single scientific book they have. Locomotives, light fixtures, how to build things. Gaster knows that this is what he wants to do for a living. Somehow, someway. Being a mechanic would be a synch! Being a scientist would be fun! Maybe he could help humans and monsters alike with medicine and cures for things!

Vrinda listens and watches with a big smile when Gaster goes on overly excited tangents about his big dreams. She supports him the whole time and says that she wants to go with him! Maybe she could be a nurse or something! And so Vrinda begins to study medical books. The science books that Gaster reads are pretty helpful too. Not a day goes by that the two aren't freaking out over how cool everything is and how awesome their lives are going to be together. Everything is perfect.

And then it all comes crashing down.


	3. Blue eye'd surprise
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20 year old Gaster and Vrinda are home reading on their extremely floral loveseat. It's a perfectly quiet day out and a cold breeze comes in through the open window. The tan curtains flap and gain her attention. She looks up and away from her book to the window over her shoulder.

"Did you feel that? It feels like autumn just said 'hello' for a second." She waits for a response but gets none. Gaster is VERY into his book and didn't even register that she said anything. Vrinda just smiles and leans in and kisses his cheek.

"Hey I know you don't have ears but we're literally sitting right next to each other."

"HUH? OH SORRY I—WHAT DID YOU SAY?" He smooches her head as a small apology. It works.

"I said it's getting close to autumn. The wind is cold. Looks like we'll have to hurry up and harvest whatever we have left and get to jarring and stuff."

Gaster nods and puts a bookmark in his book. "Electronic Orbits in the Induction Accelerator" by D.W Kerst.

"THAT'S GOING TO BE FUN…" His tone is both sarcastic and unenthusiastic. He HATES jarring. It's so bothersome… Vrinda just giggles and stands up, also putting a bookmark in her own book. A matching bookmark.

"Aw don't be a baby. It'll be easy this time. And you know what I was thinking? Maybe if we have enough left over we can sell some of the jars to the humans in the city!"

This REALLY bugs Gaster… The last few years have seen the humans become more and more aggressive towards monsters. Then again they're aggressive towards themselves too. Humans on the other side of the planet have started several wars. There have been no monster casualties yet since the humans have pretty much taken over that area anyway. But Gaster knows… He just KNOWS something is going to happen and he wonders what the king and queen are going to do about it. They haven't done much so far and Gaster is honestly a little bitter about it.

"THE ONLY REASON I WOULD AGREE TO SUCH A THING IS BECAUSE WE COULD HIKE UP THE PRICES TO RIDICULOUS AMOUNTS AND THOSE FOOLS WOULD STILL PAY FOR IT. ALTHOUGH I'M SURE THEY'D THINK WE POISONED IT ANYWAY." Gaster stands up and Vrinda takes his hands in her smaller ones.

"My GOSH you are cynical today, Wingdings. Not ALL humans are mean, you know that."

Gaster sighs and holds her hands back, thumbing her metacarpal bones.

"I KNOW. I JUST DON'T WANT TO GET MY HOPES UP AND THEN HAVE THEM DASHED. HAVING A HUMAN BE RUDE TO YOU AFTER YOU OFFERED SOME KINDNESS MAKES ME VERY ANGRY. HONESTLY THE ONLY REASON I DON'T BLOW UP IS BECAUSE YOU'RE THERE TO GROUND ME. IT'S DIFFICULT THOUGH." He leans down and kisses her and then gives her a twirl, holding her hand in the air. Vrinda spins on her foot once slowly and then stands on her tippy toes and kisses him back.

"Oh Gaster you poor thing. I really wish you wouldn't get THAT upset… When they're mean to you, YOU don't say anything about it. You just take it and you stay polite. But I guess I feel your position. When they're mean to you and you stay quiet I can't help but feel the need to give them some sass. At least a little bit."

"AND THAT'S ONE REASON WHY I LOVE YOU. I LOVE IT WHEN YOU GIVE PEOPLE SASS. IT'S LOVELY." Gaster gives her a grin. Vrinda snerks and walks off, bringing Gaster with her by the hand. And of course he follows like a dopey puppy on a leash. He loves it.

She goes out back to their little field of crops and sighs.

"It's not much work, but enough that I don't look forward to it much. But you'll be there so it won't be that bad."

"WHO'S THE HOPELESS ROMANTIC SAP NOW HUH?" They smile at each other and then return inside the house to get baskets and other things to collect the crops with. When they return outside, it's clear now that it's gotten much colder. While skeletons obviously don't have any skin, they're not completely incapable of feeling the difference between hot and cold. They simply feel temperatures in a different way.

"Gaster dear can I talk to you about something?" Vrinda finally says about half an hour into collection. Gaster stops what he's doing and looks over at his wife. That's an interesting way to phrase something. It's unlike her.

"OF COURSE YOU CAN. I'M ALL EARS." Vrinda snickers at the ears joke. Then she returns to her question.

"While I'm not as cynical as you are and don't have the same opinions as you on the humans, I wonder what your thoughts are for… Well what if… What if the humans and monsters start fighting?"

Gaster sits crouched in the dirt staring hard at his beautiful skeleton wife. That is… a very scary question to think of an answer for. He doesn't like it one bit. What's worse is that he can't hold back a terrible feeling in his gut.

"IF HUMANS AND MONSTERS START FIGHTING? I KNOW TENSIONS ARE HIGH LOVE, BUT WHAT EXACTLY BROUGHT THAT UP?" He goes back to picking some vegetables and infusing them with magic before putting them in his basket. Vrinda stands up and stretches and fixes her dress and tan apron.

"Well, in my book it was talking about magical wounds inflicted by monsters on humans and I wondered why such a thing was even in a different section of the book. Why wasn't it called 'magic wounds'? Why 'Monster magic wounds'? Humans have magic too! Not all of them have it and those who do don't have very much and can't control it but… it just got me thinking."

A crow flies over head and lands on their fence several feet away.

"The humans have been becoming more physical lately and it's worrying me a bit… I don't know, my thoughts have been spiraling for a few days and now I can't make it stop. So uh… I could really use some of your—"

Gaster walks across the dirt and hugs Vrinda tightly. She relaxes and rests her skull on Gaster's shoulder and hugs him back.

"VRINDA IF SOMETHING LIKE THAT EVER HAPPENS, WE'LL RUN AWAY. WE'LL TAKE EVERYONE AND WE'LL HIDE FOR A WHILE UNTIL IT BLOWS OVER. I WON'T LET ANYTHING HAPPEN TO YOU OKAY?" Gaster says as calmly as he can and kisses the top of her skull. He does his best to hide his dimly glowing eyes so she can't see how upset the THOUGHT of something happening to her makes him. But Vrinda can feel the magic flowing quickly in his soul. She smiles and hugs him tighter. Her soul flows with magic as well and she does her best to relax Gaster. It works. This is a common practice for monsters to help another monster relax. Although a strong bond makes it easier.

"I'm sorry I made you upset Gaster."

"DON'T BE SORRY. I'M GLAD YOU MENTIONED THIS TO ME. I'LL TRY TO CALM DOWN." He takes a breath and allows himself to relax… The two part only several inches and look into each other's eyes. Both of their eyes glow together and then everything is calm.

"BUT I WILL PROTECT YOU. DO YOU TRUST ME?"

"You stole that from ME." She giggles. With a nod she bends down and picks up her basket full of veggies with some grains on top.

"Yes. I trust you… to pick up that basket and get back to picking! The suns almost gone!" Vrinda smiles at Gaster and then starts picking more grains. Gaster just face palms and sighs, going back to his basket.

"FIRST YOU WORRY ME AND THEN YOU BOSS ME AROUND. YOU'RE SO CRUEL TO ME VRINDA." He says jokingly. A tiny snicker from Vrinda is heard from across the field.

The feeling in Gaster's stomach won't go away though. Vrinda blew the subject off with a joke and smiled like nothing was wrong. But he knows better. She's scared and he can't blame her. Even with Vrinda's calming magic to slow him down, he's still nervous and anxious… His wife is scared… He'll have to use his magic a bit and hone whatever abilities he has from now on so he can get better. Just in case.

()

A couple hours later, the two have finished harvesting and putting everything in its place and now they lay on their backs on the bed tuckered out from the hard work.

"Phew. We did it Gaster. Now tomorrow we have to jar. I don't wanna hear any complaining either."

"BUT IT'S WHAT I DO BEST OBVIOUSLY. DON'T TAKE THAT AWAY FROM ME." Vrinda giggles and baps Gaster's leg with her hand. Gaster grabs her hand and kisses it and the two look at each other. The emotions hit him all over again. God he loves this woman so much. He never would have guessed that he'd fall for a city girl, but here he is. The love of his life turns on her side and snuggles Gaster around the ribs. He turns as well and faces her and they hold hands.

"[[I love you, Gaster.]]" Vrinda says softly. Her soul thumps. She can still remember that beautiful night that the two finally became a couple. Floating in the sky looking at the stars. These have been the best four years of her whole life.

"[[I LOVE YOU TOO, VRINDA.]] Gaster's soul thumps as well. Their souls stream heavily with magic and the soothing flow of it all sends the two to sleep. The night is peaceful and still. Not a sound.

()

Hours later, the sun begins to peek through the East window of their room. Through the curtains, an orange bar of light lands across Gaster and Vrinda's shoulders.

Vrinda feels movement. It wakes her up a small bit, but she figures that it's just Gaster since he's the only one it could be. She tries to go back to sleep until she hears a noise that is NOT Gaster. Her eyes snap open and light up bright yellow. She looks down at the source and… She cannot believe her eyes.

"Gaster..." she whispers. But as usual her husband sleeps like a rock. Vrinda reaches over and puts her hand on his face and thumbs his cheek.

"Gaster wake up for heaven's sake." The source makes a noise and then starts crying quietly. Gaster's eyes shoot open now at the strange noise.

"WHAT THE HELL-" Gaster looks at Vrinda and then down-

Between the two is a small naked skeleton baby that begins crying his eyes out. His tiny white soul floats in his rib cage and his crying isn't more than a feeble mewl.

"A... A BABY?" Gaster says in shock. Vrinda nods quickly. The two understand immediately what's happened here.

The two sit up and stare down at the baby whose crying slows. He looks up at the adults…. and starts crying again. Vrinda and Gaster up look at each other. They're terrified to even touch such a fragile looking baby.

"H-he's gonna get cold. What do we do? We don't have clothes for a baby!" Vrinda says with growing panic. But Gaster gets off the bed and rushes to grab a sweater vest from their shared dresser.

"I GOT IT." He says and sits on the bed.

"Be careful... He's so small! Oh god he's so small. Is he going to be okay Gaster?" Vrinda grips her hands tightly together and watches him swaddle the baby up in the vest.

With the care of handling thin shelled eggs Gaster picks the boy up and into his arms. The two look at each other seriously.

"I... I THINK HE'LL BE OKAY. HIS HP IS ALRIGHT…" They both look at the baby who stops crying and just stares at the two of them.

"VRINDA, WE... WE MADE A BABY. WE MADE A BABY!"

Reality starts to sink in and the two start to chuckle slowly until it escalates to Vrinda crying with joy. She scoots closer and puts her hand on her son's small cheek. The baby looks at her expressionless but his magic is smooth. He's calm and seems to be happy.

"We made a baby… I can't believe this. We have a son Gaster! B-but I'm scared, I don't know how to take care of a baby! How do I feed him? I have ZERO experience with babies!"

"I MEAN NORMALLY I'D TELL YOU NOT TO WORRY, BUT… I DON'T KNOW HOW TO TAKE CARE OF BABIES EITHER. WE'RE GOING TO HAVE TO ASK FOR OUR PARENT'S HELP… HE REALLY IS TINY. GOD WHAT ARE WE GOING TO NAME HIM?..."

Vrinda wipes her tears and rubs the baby's skull as lightly and as carefully as she can.

"I think we should stick with names from our lineage. There are so many good ones. I want to use a name that hasn't been taken… Maybe… Hmm…" The baby reaches out with one tiny hand and waves it up and down. Is the baby actually BORED? Gaster laughs at the thought. Vrinda takes the baby's hand and looks close at his tiny TINY fingers.

"What do you think of Comic Sans Serif, Gaster?"

"HM… A BIT LONG. MAYBE JUST SANS?"

"Sans… I like it. Hello Sans, our sweet baby boy." Vrinda says with the biggest smile Gaster thinks he's ever seen on her face. He can't believe this is happening right now. It's so sudden and completely unplanned. The two hadn't even spoken of making a child before and now here they are completely unprepared.

"WELL THE SUN IS UP SO THAT MEANS MY PARENTS ARE AWAKE ALREADY. WE SHOULD GO TO THEM QUICKLY AND GET ANYTHING WE CAN."

"I agree. Then we'll go to my parents and see if we can get anything else…. As much as I hate asking for their help, I'll have to toss my pride. For our sweet baby."

Gaster and Vrinda get off the bed and take turns holding Sans as they each get dressed. Vrinda insists that Gaster hold Sans on the way to the now Grandparents' house because she's terrified she'll drop him or something. Gaster whines a little, also scared that he'll hurt the baby… But he sucks it up and convinces himself that he can TOTALLY do this. They carefully walk through their little village and spot some monsters already working and collecting some food from their gardens. The monsters see that they're holding a baby and gasp in delight.

"Have fun!" One monster calls. This monster in particular has 5 children, so…..

Eventually they get to Gaster's parents house and explain. His parents rush around the house frantically looking for anything they saved. Gaster's mother of course saved most of his things in a "hope chest" which includes baby dresses, bottles, shirts, pants and even some hats. Vrinda snerks at the cute little hats and imagens Gaster wearing them all. Gaster blushes a deep purple and can't believe his parents made him wear those. But if it's something that'll keep his own son warm then he AND Sans will just have to deal with the embarrassment. A diaper bag (obviously with no diapers since monsters don't uh… yeah) to put extra blankets in.

"We have more things that you can have as the baby grows, but for now we'll keep them." Gaster's mother says in her deep echoing voice. His dad on the other hand is holding back proud manly tears as he holds Gaster's very first swaddling blanket. He hands it to Gaster and does his absolute best to steady his voice.

"This here blanket worked on you like a charm. W-we *AHEM* we didn't even use magic on it to make it work better. So uh… *AHEM* I hope it works out for Sans."

Vrinda carefully takes the baby from Gaster and nudges him. The family wastes no time in hugging each other happily and shedding a few tears. A half hour of freaking out and crying and prideful tears later, Gaster and Vrinda leave to her parent's house. The two receive the same treatment there. They get much less in terms of Vrinda's baby things since after she grew out of them, her parents would donate it. But the mother did keep a blue flowery headband all these years and a pair of cream colored leather baby shoes.

The two go back home and change Sans into a baby dress. Vrinda worries about everything though.

"Oh Gaster I'm so scared, I have no idea how to do this! What if I mess up?"

Gaster quickly waves one hand side to side in the air and shakes his head.

"VRINDA IF YOU MESS UP THEN I'LL HAVE MESSED UP TEN TIMES MORE OKAY? WE JUST HAVE TO KEEP OUR COOL AND UH… GOOD GOD WE'RE GOING TO NEED MORE MONEY…" He puts a hand on the top of his skull and thinks hard about all of this… Until Sans begins to cry finally. The parents look down quickly at Sans with relief. He's been oddly quiet this whole time.

"Thank goodness. Uh let's see… He must be hungry! Okay I can do this. Uhhh… I'll make the bottle and you hold him." The two switch off and then Vrinda rushes to the kitchen to make the magic infused formula.

Gaster looks down at his son and is still doing his best to process this. How is this all going to work? Sans looks up at Gaster and cries some more, his blue magic flaring a little.

"ALRIGHT JUST SETTLE DOWN NOW, FOOD IS COMING. SHHH." Gaster bounces Sans around a tiny bit and uses his own magic to try and sooth his sons discomfort.

Gaster goes into the living room when he hears Vrinda calling him so she can feed him in there on their love seat. The two sit down and the baby is handed off again. Sans eats and seems very content afterwards. So content that he falls asleep.

The parents just stare at their son now in silence, taking in this new reality of theirs. Vrinda whispers as quietly as she can. Meekly even.

"Gaster?... Do you think…"

"I THINK YOU'LL BE A GREAT MOTHER. I'LL ALWAYS BE HERE FOR YOU. AND JUST LIKE ALWAYS I'LL HELP YOU NO MATTER WHAT. SO PLEASE MY LOVE, DON'T WORRY SO MUCH."

Vrinda rests her skull on Gaster's shoulder and nods with a quiet sigh.

"You're right, as usual… I love him so much already Gaster. Our sweet baby boy, Sans."

"I LOVE HIM TOO. AND I LOVE YOU." Gaster leans over and kisses her head. The new family settles down and no yardwork at all is done that day. Or the next, or the next.

()

Vrinda and Gaster visit the city often now to get extra things for their growing boy. They didn't know how hard it really was to take care of a baby. Sans cries for seemingly no reason a lot of the time and his sleeping schedule is a horror that the parents almost can't handle. They take turns getting up and dealing with Sans. Sometimes there is no "dealing" with it and all they can do is listen to their screaming baby. It's absolutely migraine inducing…

But they watch their boy grow quickly. He learns to smile and hold up his own head once he's on his stomach. He learns to roll over and that becomes a completely other terror for the parents. They don't dare lay him on their bed anymore for fear that he'll roll off… Sans hates "tummy time" when they set him on his stomach. He cries and gets frustrated and his blue magic will flare, sending objects close to him scooting quickly away. But through Tummy Time, he learns to skootch himself forward and finally learns to crawl. Sans sits up on his own and starts responding to his name. One of the two will call to him to stay out of the cupboards and Sans will look at them. But of course he doesn't understand speech yet so he just goes right back to messing with the insides of the cupboards. Gaster buys some plastic baby proof cupboard straps to keep them locked while Sans is out and about.

Normally Peekaboo would be fun for babies. But Sans can't stand it. The "peekaboo!" part scares him and the new parents quickly give up on that game. Instead Sans likes the "get into everything you're not supposed to and almost get hurt because corners are EVERYWHERE in this freaking house" game. This drives Vrinda insane and the two have to use their magic more now if they're farther away from Sans and can't get close to him in time to save him or whatever he is preparing to destroy.

Sans starts pulling himself up on everything and looking at his parents with wonder in his eyes. He looks like he's saying "Did you see that?! I'm higher now than I was!" And each time Gaster and Vrinda will clap and say "Good job, Sans! You did it!"

Toys don't seem to interest him very much. They're boring! They're just beads sewn together to resemble a person and the baby dolls have weird faces that Sans will often use his magic on and turn them around. Gaster finds this interesting since Sans is still so young. How would he even know what's "creepy" yet? But he just takes this to mean that his son is already very smart.

Sans turns one year old. He has no idea what's going on with the cake and the candles, but he stuffs his hands into it and crams it all into his mouth. It makes a huge mess once he starts having fun smearing the cake and frosting all over himself and his high chair, but the parents don't mind at all. They expected such a reaction.

Vrinda finds a job in the city as a nurse! But she worries that Gaster might need some help with the baby… Their owl monster friend babysits for free and she absolutely loves baby Sans. Gaster finds a job in the city as a biologist and he makes QUITE a lot of money.

He is fired one year later due to high tensions caused by his mere presence. Gaster accepts that this is how humans are…. But he has to make money. He wants to make enough money that Vrinda can stop working so hard. He works several jobs, two or three at a time. A mathematician, a teacher, a chemical scientist and even a lowly factory worker making roller skates. Gaster is fired from every single one after a few months at each.

Because he is a monster.

And yet he saves up enough money from each job to support the family for a good while. Vrinda feels terrible that her beloved husband is being judged and fired just because he's a monster.

"Gaster why don't you ever say something to them? Don't just let them get away with treating you like that! Those roller skate jerks are lucky I wasn't there!" Vrinda says on the afternoon of the firing. Gaster just shrugs and leans back on the love seat with a small sigh.

"I DON'T HAVE A CHOICE VRINDA. THE ONLY THING THAT MATTERS IS THAT I GOT PAID. I CAN'T RISK SAYING SOMETHING AND HAVE THEM FIRE ME SOONER RATHER THAN LATER. I… I'M SO SORRY I CAN'T HELP YOU MORE MY LOVE…"

Vrinda snaps her head to look at Gaster in absolute shock, eyes wide. She's quiet for a few minutes and then begins to cry softly into her hands. Gaster looks at her quickly, confused.

"Gaster honey you make more money than I EVER could. I'm the one that wishes she could help YOU more… You selfless jerk." Gaster laughs a little and just takes her hands away from her face and holds them, adjusting his seating position on the couch so that he faces her.

"YOU KNOW, I HAVE AN IDEA. SOMETHING TO TAKE OUR MINDS OFF OF THIS STUPID MONEY SITUATION. WHY DON'T WE PAINT THE HOUSE? SANS CAN EVEN HAVE HIS OWN LITTLE HAND PRINT SOMEWHERE. MAYBE WE COULD MAKE A FLOWER BED IN THE FRONT WHEN WE'RE DONE. I THINK SANS WILL ENJOY DIGGING IN THE DIRT TOO."

Vrinda sniffs and looks up at him with a small smile. Selfless jerk all the way. Gaster is always on it when she's upset. A lot of the time she still wants to stay mad just to get it out of her system. But one look at her husband's face completely brings her out of it. A few seconds of thought later and she nods.

"Yeah. That sounds fun… Although having to clean Sans up after the painting sounds like a nightmare. But a nightmare I'm 100% willing to put up with."

A few days later the two buy some paint and some brushes. The cashier overcharges them.

In the morning, two year old Sans wakes up before his parents and yells unintelligible sounds until one of them get up. Vrinda opens her eyes slowly and looks at Gaster who is still sound asleep. He's been working extra hard lately running around the city looking for any work he can AND taking all of the shifts to care for Sans in the night. She doesn't know how he does it… He wakes up at 5:30 and runs 10 miles to the city, hands in resumes and searches the city for jobs that are hiring. He'll find other monsters and ask if they know any place that might take him, but no one can help him. They're having a hard time themselves finding proper work because of the humans. He spends 9 hours searching and trying and being treated worse and worse every day. It makes Vrinda so angry that her husband has to SO very hard to make the money he does and he STILL gets fired JUST because he's a monster in a human world…

Sans yells louder and Vrinda decides she'll take Gaster's shift and gets up. He doesn't even stir he's so tired. Vrinda honestly hopes he's able to sleep for the entire day.

Once Vrinda makes it to Sans, she picks him up and kisses his head a bunch.

"Good morning my loud little skell. You and I have to be quiet for now because daddy is sleeping alright? But you know what we're going to do? We're going to make a pie to show your daddy how much we appreciate his hard work. How does that sound sweet pea?" Vrinda says with a growing smile. Sans claps and leans on Vrinda tiredly. "Of course" she thinks. "He'll scream and yell because he's awake and then he'll just lean on you because he's tired. Kids are weird."

Vrinda settles Sans at the table with some paper, crayons and porridge for breakfast and goes to work on making a pie. She makes Gaster's favorite. Strawberry rhubarb. A half hour later when the pie is done, the smell wakes the tired dad all the way in the bedroom.

Gaster opens his eyes slowly and then rubs them with his hand. He sighs a little still feeling exhausted… but when he notices Vrinda is out of bed before him, it hits him that his wife is awake and she's making something. He sits up and realizes that he's sore. That's new. He makes his way into the kitchen and then leans on the door frame and watches with a tired smile. Vrinda doesn't even notice he's there for a stretch of seconds. She spots his black clothes though and jumps.

"Oh! Good morning Sweet heart, did I wake you up?"

"YEAH. BUT IT'S PROBABLY ONE OF THE BEST WAYS' I'VE WOKEN UP. MAKING SOMETHING?"

"Yes, I thought I'd… make us something. You're working so hard and I couldn't just lay in bed and make you get Sans when you were so tired. I had to do something for you even if it's just a pie."

Vrinda puts the tin next to an open window and takes off her tan floral oven mits. Gaster goes to Sans first and kisses him on the top of his skull, and then goes over to his wife and hugs and kisses her.

"AW VRINDA, I TOLD YOU, YOU DIDN'T HAVE TO WORRY ABOUT THAT… BUT I APPRECIATE YOU THINKING ABOUT ME."

"I always think about you, Wingdings. You and Sans are the only things that go through this skull of mine." The two smooch and hold each other loosely. Gaster rests his head on top of his shorter wife's and closes his eyes. Vrinda can tell he's still trying to wake up. It's so adorable.

"Do you think you'll be up to painting the house? It's going to be a big job you know."

"I /AM/ THE ONE THAT SUGGESTED IT AFTER ALL. I THINK WE'LL GET IT DONE RATHER QUICKLY. HOPEFULLY WE DON'T GET A DUST STORM OR SOMETHING."

The two laugh nervously at the thought.

Gaster and Vrinda take Sans and his drawings outside so they can keep an eye on him while they paint. Vrinda puts on a record and positions the gramophone by the window so they can have something to listen to. It's a record of swing music. It was pretty expensive, but it was so worth it.

The brushes are dipped and they begin to paint their little house. Vrinda hums and sways with the music for a half hour. Gaster can't stop stealing peeks in her direction. Her little jigs are so cute.

A few years ago the two would go to swing dancing parties and even competitions. Gaster was HORRIBLE at it, but Vrinda taught him and never gave up. In the end Gaster was a pretty darn good dancer.

The excitement of swing music gives him an idea that he can't resist. He only hopes Vrinda won't get mad at him. Gaster dips his brush in the paint bucket just a tiny bit and flicks it at her. Vrinda gasps at the action and she looks at Gaster surprised. But when she sees his smirk, it's absolutely game on. She flicks a bit of her own paint at him. And on black clothing, that paint shows up very clearly. The battle has begun.

More and more paint is flicked until the two are standing right next to each other straight up brushing the other's face and clothes. They shout and laugh the whole time and they are just a mess. Sans watches a bit confused, but the smiles are enough to tell him that everything's alright. He laughs at them and when some paint drops get on his paper, he dips his fingers in it and paints his own face.

Gaster wraps his arm around the back of Vrinda's waist and brings her in for a big kiss. Vrinda laughs in the kiss and returns it. Then she immediately puts a nice long paint stroke right down the left side of his face. They giggle and kiss some more.

"WE ARE NEVER GOING TO GET THIS HOUSE DONE ARE WE?" Gaster asks while laughing. Vrinda shakes her head.

"Doesn't look like it. But we've got a few days."

The two finally stand back a bit, taking in the sight of each other completely covered in paint. It's absolutely the biggest mess ever. Bigger than the messes Sans makes on his birthdays.

"YOU GOT ME RIGHT IN THE EYE! JUST, MY WHOLE EYE." Vrinda laughs at Gaster, the perfect thick line on the side of his face making him look like a Picasso painting.

"Well you started it mister! And by golly I was going to finish it."

"SO YOU HAVE! YOU WIN, I GIVE UP."

"Hoo-rah!" Vrinda holds up her arms and pretends to flex her non-existent muscles.

()

A few days (and a few more paint fights and swing dancing sessions) go by and finally the two have completely painted their house. It's not perfect, but the parents agree that this is exactly what gives it that special charm.

Sans gets paint on himself as well after he dipped both of his hands entirely in paint and chased his mommy and daddy around. Each parent has tiny hand prints on their pant legs and dress hems. Neither one is sure they want to wash the paint out anymore.

Three months pass.

Tensions grow even more with the humans and eventually Vrinda loses her job as well. It's stressful, but Gaster and Sans are always there to make her feel about their situation. Which really isn't that bad. Gaster saved nearly every dime he made and that is what they're now all living on.

The humans have begun to corral the monsters tighter and closer together and some monsters are beginning to show irritation and are being vocal about it. But nothing happens.

Until one day…


	4. The beginning of War

194X

In a city very far away, a human child and a monster child are arguing outside of the school they go to. The human kid is bullying the monster kid. It's become physical lately… The human will poke and prod and slap and kick the monster child and laugh at them for being weak. They say that they could kill the monster if they "weren't careful."

On this day, the human finally takes it too far. The two get into a physical fight and even begin to wrestle violently. But finally the monster has to use their magic to get the human away from them. The human is frightened for a few moments... A monster has never used their magic on the human. The human tries going for the monster again, determined to get a bigger reaction. And they get it.

The monster sends a wave of their magic at the human and knocks them over onto the ground. The human receives several scrapes. From the parking lot of the school, the child's parents rush over and accuse the monster of starting the fight. The Monsters parents show up just in time to see the end of the altercation and refuse to apologize. Their child wouldn't use magic unless it was in self-defense! The OTHER child must have been the one to start this fight!

Each side glares at each other until finally they manage to part ways and return home. But the human parents tell everyone in their neighborhood about this fight… And the humans decide that this is enough. They begin to gather weapons to defend themselves with. Some go further and get weapons to ATTACK with.

The human child and the monster child run into each other on the street of their neighborhood. The human has convinced themselves that they were attacked by this monster and now they will take revenge. The Monster's magic flares up and they defend themselves carefully. But when the child makes a final lunge at the monster, the magic blows out of control.

The human child is dead. They lay still on the ground and the monster feels the pit of their stomach sinking. No… No this wasn't supposed to happen! It was an accident! If that human had just stayed away! The Monster runs over and gets on their hands and knees and yells at the human to wake up. The human's colored soul comes out of their body.

Some humans heard the commotion and have begun to pop their heads out of their doors and windows.

The monster isn't sure what to do… Put the soul back in? They put their hands in position to push, and when they do, a bright light completely whites everything out.

When the light fades, the human's soul and the monster's soul have combined… They have fused and made a new more powerful monster. The humans watching gasp and panic. This monster has killed a human and has STOLEN THEIR SOUL.

The humans take up arms and rush outside to kill the beast. The monster looks at their hands terrified. The human's thoughts and their own have become jumbled and confusing. The uncontrollable magic is more powerful, but completely unstable now. Humans rush the monster and begin to shoot them and hit them with things.

The godlike monster never attacks. They have no idea what's going on. But everything hurts. They're so scared. THEY'RE SO SCARED. Why is this happening? Why why why?!

The monster tries to escape, but they become cornered. The humans show them no mercy. They attack them until their body begins to turn to dust. Tears roll down their face as they sob and scream in pain and die slowly, begging for their life… Finally, a pile of dust remains. The white monster soul shatters and the humans scream and shout in victory. It wasn't hard to kill the beast at all.

They cannot allow this to happen again. The humans start kicking down the monsters' doors to their homes and start dusting them one at a time. Guns, knives, bats, crowbars, anything at all that can be used as a weapon, is.

The monster homes begin to wake up hearing the noise and realize what's going on. This is war. The humans have started a war! They're attacking in the middle of the night while they're vulnerable! And so the monsters rush out of their homes and begin to fight back with their magic.

It's a complete and utter slaughter of both sides. Almost neither species is left in the neighborhood. The incident isn't covered on the news. The humans are keeping it a secret… and whatever monsters are left are taken in and killed with their hands, claws and wings tied behind their hands.

()

Gaster hums a dandy little tune while he washes dishes in the kitchen sink. Sans is pulling at his pant leg with boredom and groooaaannnsss.

"GOODNESS SANS, I CAN'T QUITE TELL, ARE YOU BORED OR SOMETHING?" Gaster says with a laugh and looks down at his knee high son. Vrinda comes in from the laundry room and puts away a few towels and drapes one over Gaster's shoulder. She picks Sans up and gives him a small toss into the air.

"Did I hear that my baby was bored? Unacceptable Gaster! Come on, let's all go outside and play. You can finish those dishes later." Vrinda snuggles Sans and gives Gaster a happy smile.

"I'LL SAY. HOW DID WE MANAGE TO LET THE DISHES PILE UP SO MUCH? IF I SEE ANOTHER WHITE DISH I THINK I MAY ACTUALLY GO INSANE." He chuckles and walks outside with his wife and son.

The family plays many games. Tag, catch, and tic-tac-toe in the dirt. They also use their magic to toss Sans back and forward between the two of them. Sans laughs and screams, absolutely having the best time flying in the air. Purple and yellow magic take turns embracing him.

It's a very nice day out. Spring has just sprung and it's nice to finally get to play outside without all that snow getting their clothes wet. The flowers are blooming and the birds are chirping. On days like these, EVERYONE should be outside enjoying the sun.

"Hm?" Vrinda looks past Gaster's shoulder towards the west. In their small little farm town, a plume of smoke is beginning to rise.

"Gaster? What is that? Is someone actually using their fire place in this beautiful weather?" Vrinda wraps Sans in her yellow magic and brings him down into her arms, then walks up to Gaster who turns around to look. The smoke is white and slowly turning gray. But he notices that there's another plume of smoke of similar colors coming up from somewhere next to it. There's NO WAY someone is using their fire place at this time of year. The placement of the smoke plumes is beginning to worry Gaster. He squints and puts his hand over his eyes to try and gauge where the smoke is coming from exactly.

"HUH. IT SURE LOOKS LIKE A FIRE… BUT UH… UH…" His voice slows from curiosity, to worry. The smoke starts to turn black. It starts to get bigger. Something… something is….

"MY PARENTS' HOUSE IS ABOUT THERE… I'M GOING TO GO CHECK IT OUT AND SEE IF A FIRE HAS STARTED IN THE KITCHEN. I'LL BE RIGHT BACK." Gaster gives Vrinda a kiss and rushes off. Vrinda watches with growing fear. A fire? Even with the old ovens and fire pits in this town there has NEVER been a fire. The smoke is growing huge now and its turning completely black.

"Oh no… that's a huge fire. I want to help… Oh darn it, I can't leave you at home baby. I hope everything is okay." Vrinda decides to go in the house and watch from the window. Something is wrong. She can feel it in her bones… Something is absolutely not right. And Gaster has run right towards the bad feeling.

Gaster runs quickly to the source of the smoke. As he gets closer, he can see houses from further down the street with their doors open. But there are no sounds. A few of them have begun to catch fire as well. What the hell is going on? What started this fire? Why are so many doors open? Did they come over here too, to stop the growing inferno?

He gets up to his parents' house which is already completely aflame.

"OH MY GOD… MOTHER! FATHER!" Gaster rushes to the door and finds it open. No. This is wrong. Something is not right!

Gaster enters the home and yells for his parents. He has to get out soon or he'll be caught… He rushes to their bedroom where he sees—…

Two piles of dust. One in bed and the other spilling over his father's rocking chair.

He thinks he may pass out. His parents are dead… They wouldn't have died in bed and on the chair though. Not from this fire. Someone… Oh god someone must have-...

"NO… NO NO NO! NOOO NO NO NO THIS…" He grits his teeth and both of his eyes glow a bright purple. Who has done this? Who would have DARED do this?

All those other doors were open. That means all of THOSE monsters are dead too. No this CAN'T BE! PLEASE be imagining things, PLEASE BE IMAGINING THINGS.

Wood beams begin to crack and crash down around the small home. He has to get out… God he has to leave his mother's dust! His father's dust! Gaster can't even give them a proper burial…

Gaster rushes out of the back door of the home to see if he can find the culprit. They couldn't have gotten far in this small town. But what he finds is horrifying. A huge group of humans are burning the crops and killing several monsters. Gunshots begin to pierce the sound of the roaring fire.

The humans have one of Gaster's childhood friends in their grasp. His friend begs for his life, but they ignore him and stab him directly in the chest. He gasps and begins to choke on liquid before he goes limp and turns to dust. It happens in the blink of an eye. Some monsters begin to fight back harder than before and actually start shedding human blood.

Across the way, the owl monster, another of Gaster's friends is being yanked by her wings. She screeches and struggles hard to escape. Gaster can't watch another friend be killed again. He WON'T watch again. He throws his hand out and his magic grabs three humans and throws them aside into another group of humans. He rushes over and helps the owl up.

"Gaster! Oh th-thank you! They're killing all of us! M-My mom and dad! O-oohhhh!" She sobs and screams. Gaster shakes his head quickly, unable to understand. He can't believe this…

"WHEN THE HELL DID THIS START, DO YOU KNOW?!"

"Just a while ago! A g-group from our town saw the h-humans coming at us from the west! They just came in and killed them! O-only a couple got away to try and warn some of us, but they were killed too! Oh Gaster! Gaster what are we going to do!?" She screams and sobs.

Gaster's eyes glow brighter and he swings his head to look at the humans and monsters fighting. He stands straight after yanking his owl friend to her feet.

"WE FIGHT BACK. DON'T LET THEM KILL US! FIGHT THEM!" He screams, hoping others will hear him over the angry rolling grumble and snapping of the blaze that has taken over a chunk of their town.

"THEY WON'T SHOW US ANY MERCY, SO DON'T SHOW ANY BACK!"

"Gaster, where's Vrinda and Sans? You can't stay here! You have to tell everyone ahead of us to run!" The owl grabs Gaster's arms and stands in front of him. She's shaking violently, terrified. He knows she's right but…

"I'M…. DAMMIT ALL! YOU HAVE TO COME WITH ME. I CAN'T TELL EVERYONE ON MY OWN. HURRY! THIS WAY!" He grabs her talon and runs away as fast as he can. His heart is heavy, having no choice but to leave the others to fend for themselves. He feels HORRIBLE… He can't save them… He couldn't save his friends or his parents! God, Vrinda's parents may be dead too. Oh god, oh god, oh god!

The two finally get to houses that haven't been dusted and they rush up to each door and scream as loudly as they can to evacuate. They go to every house, and then the people who leave their homes rush to other houses to warn them as well. It's a domino effect of help. Enough monsters are warning other monsters that Gaster knows he has to get to his wife and son. He looks through the crowd and makes eye contact with his friend. She nods and Gaster runs as fast as he can towards his home.

As he runs, a human steps out from behind a house and slams Gaster in the right side of his face with a shovel. A disgusting THUNK CRACK reverberates in his head and he can feel his HP go down. Gaster crashes into the dusty ground and grabs his eye. A ringing sounds echoes all around his skull until he can't hear anything more than muffled laughter. He can feel the small crack he already had split so far up his skull that it begins to reach the back. When he opens his eyes, he can't really see out of his right eye… It's blurry.

Another shovel swing to his chest this time almost knocks the wind out of him. Once he looks up, he gets a half clear half blurry view of some 20 year old with a short pointed shovel. He uses his magic to rip the shovel out of the kids' hands and hits his legs with it, breaking one of them. The human screams in agony and goes down. Gaster stands up on wobbly legs and looks forward, still dizzy and still with ringing ears. He runs forward though. He HAS to get to Vrinda and Sans!

Once he gets to his house, the door is still closed. Thank god!

From inside the house Vrinda is in shock at how big the smoke has gotten. She's been watching several monsters run around to each home and everyone trying to evacuate. This is it. Something truly is wrong. SO wrong that they have to LEAVE. But she has to wait for Gaster. She won't leave without him… Sans can hear the screaming and the panicked yelling outside and starts to whimper, grabbing at his mommas dress.

"It's okay Sans, Mommy's got you." She bends down and picks him up. Once she looks outside the window again she sees Gaster running up to the house… Oh god in heaven he's hurt… No! This is an attack. She knew it! SHE KNEW IT! But God no, not her husband! She runs to the door and opens it before Gaster can. The two crash into a big hug, Sans almost smushed in the middle.

"Gaster oh my god what's happening?! Are we being attacked?!"

"Y-YES. THERE ARE TONS OF HUMANS AND TH-THEY'RE KILLING EVERYONE. WE /HAVE/ TO LEAVE! MY FRIEND SAID THIS STARTED NOT TOO LONG AGO. THEY JUST WALKED IN AND STARTED BUSTING IN TO HOUSES AND KILLING THEM! G-GOD MY P-MY PARENTS… THEY WERE IN BED FOR GOD'S SAKE…" Gaster puts a hand to his face, half in pain from the shovel and half because he's trying to hide his pained expression.

Vrinda slowly shakes her head, her eyes wide with terror and disbelief. If Gaster's parents were killed, then so were hers. Their houses weren't far from each other…

"No way… I'm so sorry Gaster… What happened to you—oh—OH! Your face! N-No they got you!" Vrinda reaches out to Gaster, but she's unable to touch the giant crack tearing up her husband's face.

Sans begins to cry hard, not understanding why everyone's yelling, why his parents are scared and talking in that tone, and why his daddy is hurt.

"OH NO NO, DON'T CRY SANS, IT'S ALRIGHT. WE'RE LEAVING. WE'RE GOING TO BE OKAY. MY FRIEND AND I STARTED TO TELL EVERYONE TO LEAVE AND THEN THOSE MOSNTERS STARTED TELLING OTHERS TO LEAVE TOO. THE HUMANS GOT A HEAD START, BUT WE'RE GOING TO MAKE IT OUT. COME ON, GET THE IMPORTANT STUFF AND THEN WE HAVE TO RUN AS FAR AWAY AS POSSIBLE."

Vrinda's eyes begin to fill with tears. Gaster takes Sans from her and holds him close while Vrinda runs around frantically trying to get anything she can together. It has to be light she imagines. She cries the whole time.

Sans reaches up and touches his fathers cracked face. When Gaster winces at the pain, Sans takes his hand away and leans on his daddy's shoulder and cries. He's so scared. All Gaster can do is hold him close and quietly shush him. The pain in his face is almost unbearable. Gaster swears he can feel every single movement shaking the crack further and further open.

The back door is kicked in. Gaster hears Vrinda scream and his left eye glows. Only his left eye. He rushes in and a rather large man has grabbed Vrinda by her arm and is yanking her outside violently. Gaster can hear Vrinda's bones grinding together.

"Get off of me!" Vrinda screams. She uses her yellow magic and pries her arm free and throws the behemoth far out of her way. She loses her footing and slips onto her side in what sounds like a painful series of thuds.

"VRINDA!" Gaster runs over to her and Vrinda scrambles to her feet and crashes into his chest trying to run to him. The giant man stands up and holds up his large axe.

Gaster has had. ENOUGH. His eye begins to leave a trail of magic as he hands Sans to Vrinda and walks outside.

"Gaster no, get away from him!" Vrinda screams after him in a shaky voice. He gets near the human and raises his hands a little bit, both completely flaming with magic.

"HOW DARE YOU, YOU WORTHLESS SACK OF MEAT! HOW DARE YOU ATTACK MY FAMILY! MY HOME! MY TOWN AND MY FRIENDS! WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOU?!" Gaster shouts. The human points his axe at him.

"You freaks started it! One of you creatures killed a human and then you took the kids soul! HIS SOUL YOU BASTARD! It turned into an even bigger demon! And we ain't gonna let things like you exist anymore if that's the kinda shit you can do!"

Gaster is shocked for a second. A monster actually took a humans soul? On purpose? He wishes he knew more. But right now he's too mad to think very straight. All he can feel right now is ANGER. And he wants revenge.

"I DON'T KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT THAT. THAT DOES NOT REFLECT ALL MONSTERS YOU MORON! BUT NOW YOU'VE CROSSED THE LINE. YOU'VE KILLED INNOCENT MONSTERS WHO'VE DONE NOTHING TO YOU! AND NOW YOU ARE GOING TO PAY FOR IT WITH YOUR LIFE!" The glowing socket of his left eye becomes completely purple and his magic nearly takes over his entire body. The human is confident though that he'll be safe. He charges Gaster and swings his axe. Gaster swiftly jumps out of the way and materializes a giant version of his own fist and he smashes the human down into the ground. The hand grabs the human's legs from under him and then Gaster smashes him in the ground several times until he's nice and bloody and broken. Once the human is unconscious, he throws the human as far away as his magic will allow. He figures the fall may kill him.

Gaster's magic dies down. A sharp pain jabs his right eye and his hand flies up to it.

"DAMMIT ALL… MY DAMN EYE…" He grunts and leans over in pain. GOD that hurt! Vrinda runs over to him with the old baby bag full of anything she could grab. She puts a hand on his shoulder.

"Gaster? Gaster sweet heart say something! Or move! Come on, we have to go. They're catching up to us, we'll never make it if we wait! God I'm so sorry you're in pain Wingdings—"

"IT'S FINE. YOU'RE RIGHT, LET'S GO. ARE YOU OKAY?" Gaster stands up as straight as he can and keeping his right eye closed, he grabs Vrinda's hand and starts to run.

"I'm fine. Thank you Gaster…" Vrinda holds Sans tightly and runs with him. Sans wraps his arms around his mom's neck and looks at his house as it starts to get smaller and disappear… He doesn't stop looking until the house and garden and town are just a small little speck that's caught on fire… He watches hundreds of monsters escape the town like ants from an ant hill. They run and scatter and scream. It's a nightmare. It's hell.

It's war.

()

Days later, Gaster, Vrinda and Sans make it into the mountains with apparently most of the members of their town. Several other towns and cities full of monsters had the same idea. Into the mountains. Get higher ground so when the humans attack again they can have a vantage point.

The family finally settles down and are relieved when some of the monsters begin to make a small temporary settlement. Some infirmary stations, food stations and family meet up stations are being put up all around.

Vrinda sets Gaster and Sans down on one of the benches of an infirmary and lightly takes her husband's face in her hands to get a good look at his eye and face.

"Oh sweet heart… Oh my sweet Gaster… They took your eye…" She holds back tears at what seems to be a grim diagnosis. One that Gaster didn't need.

"W-what can you see?" She says with a shaky voice. Gaster speaks quietly and evenly.

"MY LEFT EYE IS PERFECTLY FINE. MY RIGHT EYE IS... DIFFICULT TO SEE OUT OF. IT'S SO BLURRY I DIDN'T BOTHER USING IT ON THE WAY UP HERE… IT DIDN'T MESS UP MY MAGIC THOUGH. SO UH… REALLY I'M FINE."

"Don't you dare lie to me Wingdings Gaster you are NOT fine…" Vrinda scolds. "Your poor head has a… a huge crack in it. It cracked your skull!" Vrinda begins to sob as she holds Gaster's face and just takes in the sight. She just watched him leave to help with the fire and BAM she almost lost him. Just like that!

Gaster takes her hands and holds them close to his chest. He can barely raise his voice. Everyone is so tired from running, so hungry from not eating, so weak from no sleep… Gaster's no different.

"VRINDA PLEASE… PLEASE DON'T CRY. I'M ALIVE. YOU AND SANS ARE ALIVE AND WE'RE ALL TOGETHER. I'D TAKE ANOTHER SHOVEL TO THE FACE IF IT MEANT WE'D BE ALIVE AND SAFE TOGETHER. SO PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE DON'T CRY MY LOVE."

Sans watches his parents slowly begin to fall apart… He tears up and scoots closer to his dad and hugs him around the waist. He doesn't know what's going on or what to do. He just knows that he wants his mommy and daddy. Gaster looks down at his son and brings him onto his lap in one swift movement.

"THERE'S MY BIG STRONG BOY, RIGHT? LOOK AT THAT, ISN'T THAT BIRD OVER THERE PRETTY?" Gaster takes one hand and points off up into a tree. A vibrant blue bird sits perched with a couple other birds of the same color. The birds snuggle together and peep.

"Pretty…" Sans echoes sadly. They are pretty but they don't make him feel better… They still manage to distract the toddler. Vrinda sniffs and looks up at her husband who is still managing to smile for his family when everything has gone so wrong. His eye doesn't work now for heaven's sake! His parents were murdered and he actually saw their dust! He watched a friend get killed and then lost the owl friend he helped escape. Vrinda stayed home and was protected… Why the HELL is Gaster smiling?! She lets out several quiet sobs and holds Gaster's other hand tightly in both of hers.

He's right though. They're all alive and together. It really could be worse, oddly enough. Gaster could have actually died. SHE could have died. Sans might have been alone… Vrinda tries to count her blessings. She wipes her tears and stands up taking a second to adjust her red scarf just so her hands have something to do. Her parents red scarf… A monster runs up to her. It's a monster that she worked with at the hospital before she was fired.

"Vrinda! I'm so glad you and your family are okay! Would it be terrible if I asked for your help?" They ask. Vrinda looks over at them and is happy to see them again. She looks at Gaster, curious about his reaction. But Gaster looks up at her and nods. Still smiling, damn him.

"GO. USE ALL THAT COOL STUFF YOU LEARNED TO HELP SOMEONE. AND THEN TEACH ME SOME OF THAT COOL STUFF. I WANT TO HELP TOO."

Vrinda gulps… and nods. HE wants to help?... Selfless jerk.

"I will. Sans, sweetie, mommy has to help some people. Are you going to be okay with daddy?" Vrinda asks and bends down to eye level for Sans. The toddler nods and gets a kiss on the forehead.

"Alright, Mommy will be back soon. I love you, baby. And I love you, Gaster."

"I LOVE YOU TOO, VRINDA." The two have a small moment to look into each other's eyes before giving each other a kiss.

The nurse and Vrinda both rush off quickly, leaving the boys alone.

Gaster sits silently with Sans in his lap for a long while. He stares off into space, not thinking. It isn't until Sans sighs with obvious boredom that Gaster is taken out of his trip to lala land.

"GOODNESS. DID I DOZE OFF SANS? I'M SORRY…" He rubs the top of his son's skull and sighs a little. His poor boy… Just a babe and already he's lost his home. Everything he's ever known is gone now… Gaster wonders if children Sans' age can even think that deeply. Can they truly understand the magnitude of this?... No… At least not entirely. He knows something's wrong. It's obvious… Gaster can't stand these thoughts suddenly rapid firing in his head. He feels like he has to distract Sans and show him that there are good things in the world away from humans that he can like.

"SANS, DO YOU WANT TO GO PLAY?" Gaster says with a tired smile. Sans looks up at his daddy and then back down… He nods.

"Yeh." It's the only word Sans has said this entire time. It's a start.

Gaster stands up and walks off, nodding at some of the monsters as they pass. The other monsters are just happy to see that the only child from their town made it out.

The two explore nearly the entire area. They spot plants and flowers and even some possible sources of food. Mostly animals… But there sure are a lot of berries! Gaster makes sure to note every plant and every tree around them. Some are better for animal traps than others. Some are better for lookout posts if they end up using such a thing. He notes paths and shortcuts and hidden spots that could be useful…. Gaster doubts they'll stay in this place long enough to use much of these things… Maybe another week if they're lucky.

After several hours of note taking and Sans playing with everything, exploring and jumping in a river they find, the two return to camp. It's night time now and nearly everyone is stargazing. They've been too busy looking at the ground they're running on and each other to make headcounts. Gaster gets to a spot near the infirmary station Vrinda left the boys at and lays down. He lays his tired boy on his stomach and Sans fall asleep immediately. He played pretty hard in a new environment after all. Eventually Gaster himself falls asleep, one arm behind his head and the other draped over Sans' back.

Gaster isn't sure what time it is when he's awoken by someone shaking him. He opens his eyes as much as he's able in his stupor… which isn't much. Vrinda is hovering over him, sitting on her legs with… a big smile on her face.

"VRINDA?... WELCOME BACK, BEAUTIFUL WIFE OF MINE. YOU SEEM HAPPY." Gaster can't stop a small exhausted smile from creeping up on his face. Vrinda giggles quietly and tickles his face with her red scarf playfully. She whispers.

"I am very happy. I learned a lot of useful things today…. I learned more than I EVER could have at the hospital. Being on the field gave me so much more. It was scary, but I'm glad I went." She touches the right side of Gaster's face, thumbing his cheek as lightly as she can. She knows it hurts…

"GOOD. I HOPE YOU'LL BE TEACHING ME ALL THIS COOL STUFF. I KNOW A DECENT AMOUNT… BUT I WANT TO BE ABLE TO HELP YOU SO YOU AREN'T DOING EVERYTHING ALONE…" Gaster is quiet for a second. He sighs.

"I GUESS THAT'S SELFISH OF ME… I KNOW YOU AREN'T ALONE, BUT…"

Vrinda smiles wider and nods.

"I know honey. You want to be with me. And you're so sweet because of it. I want you to be with me too… We really are just like back then huh? After we started dating it was pretty much impossible for the two of us to be apart. I remember how much it hurt, and how often I cried when you weren't there with me." Her sockets begin to tear up a little just remembering it all. Gaster reaches up and thumbs her cheek back.

"DID YOU REALLY CRY THAT MUCH?"

"Of course I did. I'm a sensitive soul Gaster, and being apart from that other half of me is so… empty. Like a void… I'm so lucky to have you and Sans."

The two stare at each other for several long moments, just being so in love… Vrinda finally is able to snap herself out of it when she remembers the reason she was so excited.

"That's right. Gaster sweet heart, hold still for me okay?"

"OH? ALRIGHT. I WASN'T PLANNING ON MOVING ANY TIME SOON." Gaster chuckles.

Vrinda moves her hand from her husband's cheek and moves it up to the giant split going up his skull from his eye. Her yellow magic covers her hand and she focuses quietly. Gaster wonders what she's doing exactly… But he feels a tingling where the crack is and can't put his finger on what exactly is happening… Vrinda's magic disappears and then she thumbs the crack. She managed to close it nearly all the way. It's still a long crack, but it's closed significantly.

"There. I learned to heal bones. Something I honestly should have learned years ago. But tonight… it seems it was fate that I learned it at this time. It's not all gone, but it's better. Do you feel anything?" Vrinda says with a smile. Gaster reaches up and feels the spot. It doesn't hurt nearly as much. The area of pain is much smaller, and the small part mostly feels like he ran into a wall while walking rather than having been literally hit in the face with a metal shovel.

"WOW. THAT IS SOME EXTREMELY HELPFUL MAGIC. I FEEL SO MUCH BETTER. IT HARDLY HURTS AT ALL NOW." Gaster is actually pretty amazed…. God he loves his wife so much. He smiles widely at her and takes her hand, kissing her knuckles.

"THANK YOU SO MUCH MY LOVE."

Vrinda can't stop tears from coming up again. She leans down and kisses Gaster's head.

"I'm so happy I could help you." It's a huge weight that's been lifted off of her shoulders. When Gaster is in pain, she is in pain. It hurts her to see her love in such constant agony. So now that he feels better and she got the best smile she's seen in three days out of him, SHE feels better. Confident. Confident in herself as a wife, a healer, and she's surer of her magic than she was before.

Vrinda lays next to Gaster and pets her son's head. The two talk for a while longer in quiet whispers about what they all did that day, and finally the parents fall asleep under the stars.

A week goes by very slowly for everyone. Even if it is summer, the nights are still cold for many monsters, even ones without skin and flesh. Vrinda starts teaching Gaster everything she knows about healing monsters and even humans. Gaster listens to every word she says. But half of his brain makes different kinds of notes… Like how he can kill a human quickly, quietly and without using much energy or magic. He doesn't tell Vrinda this of course, but he never stops making those small notes in his head. When Vrinda is not at their section of the camp, Gaster takes up the healing role for monsters who still may be hurt. It's been ten days and there are a lot of monsters…. He gets through most of them, but it's tiring. Gaster had no idea how much magic it took to heal this many monsters.

On the seventh day, the family is walking from their section of camp to the edge of the settlement so they can have some personal family time. It's nice. Sans plays with Vrinda a whole lot while Gaster watches, occasionally getting a Sans crashing into his chest in a toddler hug.

Gaster throws Sans in the air once and catches him, jiggling him side to side in his hands. Sans laughs. But behind the laugh is another sound. Coming from somewhere else. Someone else. Gaster brings Sans down and looks over to where he heard the noise. Down the mountain nearly at its base is… The Owl monster!

"Ho there!" She yells up at the family. Gaster and Vrinda gasp and hug their friend tightly when she makes it up to them.

"I'M SO GLAD YOU'RE OKAY! I DIDN'T SEE YOU AND I WAS SCARED THAT YOU'D BEEN DUSTED!"

"I was so worried about you! Gaster told me what happened!" Vrinda says once she leans back to take a good look at her friend.

"I'm sorry I worried you both. I was pretty busy… Ah, little one!" The owl says, picking Sans up in her claws. She snuggles him up in her brown feathers and makes a delighted purring noise. Sans laughs at the ticklish feathers, but snuggles her back.

"Goodness, in just the ten days I've been separated you've already grown a little bit! Ah, anyway, I'm sorry you two. This reunion is just the bees' knees, but I don't return to you with very good news."

Gaster and Vrinda give each other a small worried look.

"ARE YOU ABLE TO SIT AND TALK WITH US ABOUT IT?" Gaster says, motioning for them to sit on the pushed down grass. The owl hoots a tired sigh and nods.

"I'd like nothing more. I've been flying and walking for so long now. A sit down would be very nice." The family and the owl sit down and they can tell that their friend has been working very hard.

"I'M JUST GLAD YOU'RE SAFE TO BE HONEST, FRIEND. I'M SORRY I WASN'T THERE…"

"I'm sorry as well, Civetta. I wasn't able to help at all during the attack." Vrinda says. Civetta. It isn't often they call her by name, since she hates it so much.

"Oh don't worry at all you two. Thank you for your concern. I ended up being… alright. I wasn't physically hurt after that attack, and while I've been away I was able to cope with my own loses. My brothers and sisters were all dusted. My parents too."

"I'M SO SORRY… WE BOTH LOST OUR PARENTS TOO… SO WE CAN EMPATHIZE." The three nod solemnly.

"Terrible, just terrible… Anyway, what I've been doing for the last ten days is… recon I suppose one would call it. I managed to find a group of other monsters who'd also had their town attacked. We decided we couldn't allow this to go on without finding the reason. Nearly across the continent from us, a human child and a monster child got into a fight. The monster killed the human by mistake and took their soul also by mistake. The humans panicked and only saw the monster child taking the humans soul. They rioted and ended up completely wiping each other out almost… We also learned that any monsters that were left were tortured before being dusted."

Gaster and Vrinda stare at Civetta in horror…

"The humans won't listen to reason. When some of the group I was with tried to explain the misunderstanding to the humans who were going around killing everyone, they completely ignored us and… we didn't make it out with everyone. And yet even with that small loss on top of our other ones, we kept going. We spied on the humans from a distance. Some of us with our superior eyes, and some with our superior hearing or hiding skills. There was a large meeting of humans at one of their town halls in the east and they… Gaster, Vrinda, they're learning to use their own magic."

"W…what? Humans haven't been using magic for decades! I thought magic was dying out for the humans." Vrinda says, gripping her red scarf nervously.

"THEY HAVE BEEN. WHILE I WAS STILL WORKING, I LEARNED THAT STATISTICALLY, HUMANS WITH MAGIC HAVE BECOME LESS AND LESS. EITHER HUMANS ARE BORN WITHOUT MAGIC, OR EVERY NEW GENERATION HAS LESS MAGIC IN IT BECAUSE OF THE LACK OF USE FROM THE PARENTS."

"You aren't wrong. But they know that while they are already physically stronger than we are, we are far better than them at using magic. Their arrows and bullets can only do so much when we have our magic to defend AND attack with. And the days of humans wearing metal and leather armor are long gone. So they decided that to counter our magic, they were going to learn theirs… They really mean to start an all-out war with the monster race. They want to dust us all until there are none of us left…"

The adults are quiet, absorbing the terrible information. Sans looks at all three of them one at a time. He can't tell what they're saying mostly, but there are still a lot of words he does understand. And he can tell that things aren't going well right now.

"WHAT THE HELL ARE THE KING AND QUEEN DOING ABOUT THIS?" Gaster says, suddenly angry. He can't believe that the royal family hasn't done SOMETHING about this.

"I honestly doubt that they even know. The humans aren't covering the incident on the news at all. They're pretending that this isn't happening. Security has been upped and any monster that tries to report to the government or to our King and Queen are killed on the spot. But even if they did know I'm sure they'd try diplomacy first…"

"DIPLOMACY?!" Gaster can feel a mouthful of angry words stewing in his mouth, but for the sake of his son he swallows them bitterly. Vrinda reaches and takes his fist lightly in her hand. She and Civetta already knows that Gaster has zero faith in the Royal Family. So naturally he'd take this news harshly.

"DO WE HAVE CODE WORDS SO WE DON'T HAVE TO SAY MEAN THINGS IN FRONT OF THE BABY?" Gaster says nearly through his teeth. Civetta can't stop a small laugh.

"We don't need code words dear, the look on your face says it all."

"I'm not a baby!" Sans says finally. But it's about all he can say. Toddlers his age can really only string together sentences with few words.

"Goodness look at this one, he's telling you right off Gaster!" Civetta hoots a laugh and Sans is glad that something he said was able to make a smile appear on someone's face. He wonders if saying more things will make them smile and laugh more.

"Ah, but getting back to the point. That was all bad news. But even worse still. The humans from that meeting I spoke of know that you are all here. And they plan to raid the place and dust anyone they can. It's magic training for them. So I knew since I was the only flier I had to come down here as quickly as I could to tell everyone on this mountain that they had to leave."

"UNSURPRISING. I KNEW THEY'D FIND US EVENTUALLY."

"You even called the date, Gaster. How I wish you and Civetta were wrong…" Vrinda says sadly. She shakes her head and sighs.

"But you're right. It was inevitable. I'm so glad we heard about this. We never would have known and it would have been a repeat of our home town. Thank you, friend for coming all this way to warn us."

Civetta nods. "Not to worry. Luckily there were several other monster groups I found towards the east that I was able to tell as well. After I rest here for a while I'm going to tell other groups ahead of here as well. I'm hoping they have some fliers to so that I can come back and take a vacation!" She smiles and fans herself with her feathers. Gaster nods and thinks, looking down at the grass.

"LET'S SEE… I WONDER WHERE WE SHOULD GO… THERE ARE GOING TO BE SO MANY MONSTERS MOVING AROUND THAT WE'RE BOUND TO GET NOTICED. BUT SPLITTING UP ISN'T THAT GREAT AN IDEA EITHER… THEN AGAIN IF WE WERE TO MOVE IN A CERTAIN FORMATION OF GROUPS…" Gaster stops talking to the girls and begins to mumble to himself, thinking of routes they could take. Vrinda loves when he gets like this. He's so focused and he often makes funny thinking faces. It's adorable.

The reunion ends after another hour of talking and Sans gets bored and starts talking at the same time as the others. Civetta waves everyone goodbye and flies off to find the next group of people. The skeleton parents take Sans to give him a nap, and then while he sleeps, they run around telling as many monsters as they can about what they learned so they can start the ripple effect and spread the information more. They just hope it doesn't turn into a game of Telephone…

That very same night, people pack their things and begin to take down anything they'd build. The fewer tracks they make the better. And the next day after everyone's had a good night's sleep, they escape from their temporary home and scale the other side of the mountain.

Gaster has been appointed a scouter since he was the one who looked at most of the paths and shortcuts while everyone else was building or healing or gathering food. He guides everyone stealthily and safely through many long miles of rough and rugged terrain. Four days of traveling pass slowly. Everyone is sore, but also thankful for Gaster (and the other few scouters that were given their roles when Gaster would get tired doing it all himself.)

A few of the scouters find a perfect opening at the bottom of a mountain. It's huge and it appears to have housed thousands of humans at some point in the distant past. Buildings and houses and huts and even some crop fields are inside this mountain. It's perfect to fit everyone!

So everyone moves right in, claiming homes and other living spaces. But even as Gaster and his family take a home for themselves, he knows they'll have to leave this place too… Vrinda on the other hand is convinced they'll be able to stay in this place for a very long time.

Civetta and a group of many others return with good news this time. The humans are dumbfounded that the monsters weren't at the spot they thought they'd be! Gaster now thinks that maybe they really can stay in this mountain hideout for longer than he'd anticipated. It brings hope to everyone.


End file.
